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The Tragedie 

King. Well, let it ftrike. 

Bttc. Why let it ftrike? ■ 

Kinq Becaufe that like a Iacke thon keepft theft roke 
Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 

J am not in the giuing vaine to day. 

Sue, Why then refolu erne whether you will or no? 

X. Tut,cut,thou trouble!! me,l am not in the vaine. Exit, 
Bhc . Is it euen fo ? rewards he my true feruice 
Withfuch deepc contempt,madel him King for this? 

O let me thi nk e on Hafiingt, and begone 
To Brecknock^ while my fearefull head is on. Exit, 

Enter Sir Francis Tirrell. 

Tir. The tyrannous and bloudy deed is done, 

The moft arch-ad of pitteous mallacre, 

That euer yet thisland was guiltie of, i, 

'Dighton and Forrefi whom 1 did fubbome, 

To do this ruthfull pceceof butchery, 

Although they were ft edit villaincs.bloudy dogs, 

Melting with tendernelfe and compaflion. 

Wept like two children in their deaths fad ftories? 

Loe thus quoth Dtghtonlzy thefc tender babes, 

Thus,thus quoth Ferrett girdling one another 
Within their innocent alablafter artnes. 

Their lips like foure red Rofeson a ftalke. 

When in their fommer beautie kift each other, 

A hookc of prayers on their pillow laie. 

Which once quoth Forreli alnroft chang d my mind, 

But O the Diuell ! there the villaineftopt, 

Whilft Dighton thus told on we fmoothered 
The moft rcplendhed fweet workc of nature 
That from the prime creation eucr he fraindc. 

They could not fpeake,and lb I left them both,. 

To bring thefety dings to the bloudy King. 

Enter King Richard. 

Ar\d here he come. AW hade my foueraigne Liege. 

King. Kind TirriKy and 1 happiein thy newes? 

Tir. If to haue done the thing you gaue in charge 
Beget your happincife,behappie then, 

For it is dope my Lord. 



of Richard the Third. 

Xing. But didft thou fee them dead? 
j-frf 1 did my Lord. 

^TtfeChapWnfof*rT^tr hath buried them •• 

f^SisS^s^s^p. 

And thou (halt tell the procetfe of their death. 

Meantime but thinke how I may do 'hcegood. 

And be inheritor of thy defirc. Exit Ttrr %■ 

Farewell till foone. 

the fonne of C^rence haue I pent vp dole, 

His daughter meanely haue I matcht in marriage, 

Thefonnes of Edward fleepc in ^hrahamsbotomCy 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world goodnight 
Now for I know the Brittaine Richmond aimes 
And yong Elizabeth my brothers daughter. 

And by that knot lookes proudly ore the crowne. 

To her I goe a ioliy thriuing wooer. Enter Catejty. 

King. Goodnewesor bad, that thou comeft info bluntly? 
fat. Bad newes my Lord, Ely is fled to Richmond, 

And Buckingham backt with the hardy Welchmen 
Is inthe field, and ftill his power encreafeth. 

King. Sly with TUfchmonat roubles me more neare 
Then Buckingham and his ralh leuied army: . 

Come, I haue heard that fearefull commenting, 

Isleadcn feruitor to dull delay, 

Delay leads impotent and fnaile-pac t beggery. 

Then fieric expedition be my wings, 

Ioue } ^Mcnune* and Herald for a King. 

Come mufter men, my counfaile is my wield* 

We muft be briefe,when traitors brauc the held. £ xeunt. 

Enter Queene Margaret fola. 

^u.L^far. So now profperitie begins to mellow. 

And drop into the rotten mouth of death; 

Here in thefe confines flilie haue 1 lurktj 
To watch the wayning of mine aduerfariess 
A dire induction ami witnctTctoo* 

And will to France, hoping the conference ^ 




